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MICHAEL REYNOLDS, cello 
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PROGRAM 
Adagio in E-flat major, D. 897 (''Notturno") 
Ms. Keyes, Mr. Reynolds, Mr. Merfeld 
Songs to be sung by the water 
Der Fischer, D. 225 (Goethe) 
Selige Welt, D. 743 (Senn) 
Auf dem See, D. 543 (Goethe) 
Der Jungling an der Quelle, D. 300 (von Salis) 
Wie Ulfru fischt, D. 525 (Mayrhofer) 
Der Jungling am Bache, D. 638 (Schiller) 
Fischerweise, D. 881 (Schlechta) 
Erlafsee, D. 586 (Mayrhofer) 
Der Schiffer, D. 536 (Mayrhofer) 
Auf dem Wasser zu Singen, D. 774 (Stollberg) 
Der Fluss D. 693 (F. von Schlegel) 
Die Forelle D. 550 (Schubart) 
Mr. Sharp, Mr. Merfeld 
-Intermission-
Piano Trio in E-flat major, D. 929 
Allegro 
Andante con moto 
Scherzando: Allegro moderato 
Allegro moderato 




TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS 
[)er fische_r (Goethe) 
Das Wasser rauscht', das Wasser 
schwoll, 
Ein Fischer saB daran, 
Sah nach dem Angel ruhevoll, 
' iihl bis ans Herz hinan. 
nd wie er sitzt und wie er lauscht, 
Teilt sich die Aut empor; 
Aus dem bewegten Wasser rauscht 
Ein feuchtes Weib hervor. 
Sie sang zu ihm, sie sprach zu ihm: 
Was lockst du meine Brut 
Mit Menschenwitz und Menschenlist 
Hinauf in Todesglut? 
Ach w11Btest du, wie's Fischlein ist 
So wohlig auf dem Grund, 
Du stiegst herunter, wie du bist, 
Und wiirdest erst gesund. 
Labt sich die Hebe Sonne nicht, 
[)er Mond sich nicht im Meer? 
Kehrt wellenatmend ihr Gesicht 
Nicht doppelt schoner her? 
Lockt dich der tiefe Himmel nicht, 
Das feuchtverkliirte Blau? 
Lockt dich dein eigen Angesicht 
Nicht her in ewgen Tau? 
Das Wasser rauscht', das Wasser 
schwoll, 
Netzt' ihm den nackten FuB; 
Sein Herz wuchs ihm so sehilsuchtsvoll, 
Wie bei der Llebsten GruB. 
, Sie sprach zu ihm, sie sang zu ihm; 
Da wars um ihn geschehn: 
, Halb zog sie ihn, halb sank er hin, 
Und ward nicht mehr gesehn. 
}iige Welt (Senn) 
j 
!ch treibe auf des Lebens Meer, 
!ch sitze gemut in meinem Kahn, 
Nicht Ziet, noch Steuer, 
hin und her, 
Wie die Stromung reisst, 
wie die Winde gahn. 
Eine selige lnsel sucht der Wahn, 
Doch eine ist es nicht, 
Du lande gliiubig iiberall an, 
Wo sich Wasser an Erde bricht 
The Fisberman 
The waters murmured, the waters 
swelled, 
a fisherman sat on the bank, 
gazing calmly at his rod; 
his heart was cold. 
And as he sat and listened, 
the waves surged up and divided; 
from the turbulent flood 
a water nymph arose. 
She sang to him, she spoke to him: 
'Why do you lure my brood 
by human wit and guile 
up into the fatal heat? 
Ah, if you only knew how contented, 
the fish are in the depths, 
You would descend, just as you are, 
and at last be made whole. 
Do not the dear sun and moon 
Refresh themselves in the sea? 
Do not their faces emerge so fair 
From breathing the waters? 
Are you not enticed by the heavenly, 
Transfigured, watery blue? 
Are you not lured by your own face, 
Into this eternal dew? 
The waters murmered, the waters 
swelled, 
Moistening his bare foot; 
His heart surged with such yearning 
As if his sweetheart had called him. 
She spoke to him, she sang to him; 
Then it was all over; 
She half dragged him, he half sunk in, 
and was never seen again. 
Blessed World 
I drift upon life's sea, 
I sit comfortably in my boat, 
Without destination, without tiller, 
moving to and fro 
As the current takes me, 
as the wind blows 
Folly seeks a blessed isle, 
But no such isle exists. 
Be trusting, land wherever 
Water breaks against the shore. 
Au{ dem See (Goethe) 
Und frische Nahrung, neues 
Blut 
Saug ich aus freier Welt: 
Wie ist Natur so hold und gut, 
Die mich am Busen halt! 
Die Welle wiegt unsern Kahn 
Im Rudertakt hinauf, 
Und Berge, wolkig himmelan, 
Begegnen unsem Lauf. 
Aug, mein Aug, was sinkst du nieder? 
Goldne Traume, kommt ihr wieder? 
Weg, du Traum! so gold du bist 
Hier auch Lieb und Leben ist. 
Auf der Welle blinken 
Tausend schwebende Sterne, 
Weiche Nebel trinken 
Rings die tiirmende Ferne; 
Morgenwind umfliigelt 
Die beschattete Bucht, 
Und im See bespiegelt 
Sich die reifende Frucht. 
Per liin&lin& an der Ouelle (Von Salis) 
Leise rieselnder Quell! 
lhr wallenden, flispernden Pappeln! 
Euer Schlummergerausch 
Wecket die Liebe nur auf. 
Linderung sucht ich bei euch, 
Und sie zu vergessen, die Sprooe, 
Ach, und Blatter und Bach 
Seufzen, Luise, dir nach, 
Ach, und Blatter und Bach 
Seufzen, Luise, dir nach, 
Wie Ulfru fischt (Mayrhofer) 
Die Angel zuckt, die Rute bebt, 
Doch leicht fiihrt sie heraus. 
lhr eigensinn' gen Nixen gebt 
Dem Fischer keinen Schmaus, 
Was frommet ihm sein kluger Sinn, 
Die Fische baumeln spottend hin; 
Er steht am Ufer fest gebannt, 
Kann nicht ins Wasser, 
lhn halt das Land. 
Die glatte Aache krauselt sich, 
Vom Schuppenvolk bewegt, 
Oas seine Glieder wonniglich 
In sichern Auten regt. 
Forellen zappeln hin und her, 
Doch bleibt des Fischers Angel leer, 
Sie fiihlen, was die Freiheit ist, 
Fruchtlos ist Fischers alte List. 
On the lake 
And I suck fresh nourishment and new 
blood 
From the wide world; 
How gracious and kindly is Nature 
Who holds me to her breast! 
The waves rock our boat up and down 
To the rhythms of the oars, 
And soaring, cloudcapped mountains 
Meet us in our course. 
My eyes, why are you cast down? 
Golden dreams, will you return? 
Begone, dream, golden as you are; 
There is love here, and life too. 
On the waves float twinkling 
A thousand twinkling stars; 
Soft mists drink up 
The looming distances; 
The morning breeze wings around 
The shady bay, 
And in the lake 
The ripening fruit is mirrored. 
The Young Man at the Brook 
Softly murmuring brook, 
waving, whispering poplars, 
your slumbering sounds 
do but awaken love. 
At your side I sought relief, 
and to forget her, the coy one, 
and ah, leaves and brook 
sigh, Louise, for you, 
and ah, leaves and brook 
sigh, Louise, for you, 
Ulfru Fishing 
The rod quivers, the line trembles, 
But it romes up easily. 
You capricious water-sprites 
Give the fisherman no feast. 
What use is his cunning? 
The fish glide away mockingly; 
He stands spellbound on the shore, 
He cannot enter the water, 
the land holds him fast. 
The smooth surface is ruffled, 
Disturbed by the scaly shoals 
That swim blithely 
In the safe waters. 
Trout dart to and fro, 
But the fisherman's rod stays empty; 
They feel what freedom is, 




Die Erde ist gewaltig scMn, 
Doch sicher ist sie nicht. 
Es senden Stiinne Eiseshoh'n, 
Der Hagel und der Frost zerbricht 
Mit einem Schlage, einem Druck, 
Das gold'ne Korn, der Rosen Schmuck; 
Den Fischlein unter'm weichen Dach, 
Kein Sturm folgt ihnen vom Lande nach. 
An der Quelle saB der Knabe, 
Blumen wand er sich zum Kranz, 
Under sah sie fortgerissen, 
Treiben in der Wellen Tanz. 
'Und so fliehen meine Tage 
Wie die Quelle rastlos hin! 
Und so bleicht meine Jugend, 
Wie die Kranze schnell verbliihn! 
Fraget nicht, warum ich traure 
In des Lebens Bliitenzeit! 
Alles freuet sich und hoffet, 
Wenn der Friihling sich erneut. 
Aber tausend Stimmen 
Der erwachenden Natur 
Wecken in dem tiefen Busen 
Mir den schweren Kummer nur. 
Was soil mir die Freude frommen, 
Die der schone Lenz mir beut? 
Eine nur ist's, die ich suche, 
Sie ist nah und ewig weit, 
Sehnend breit ich meine Arrne 
Nach dem teuren Schattenbild, 
Ach ich kann es nicht erreichen, 
Und das Herz bleibt ungestillt! 
Komm herab, du schone Holde, 
Und verlass dein stolzes Schloss, 
Blumen die der Lenz geboren, 
Streu ich dir in deinen Schoss, 
'l1orch, der Hain erschallt von Lledern, 
,).Jnd die Quelle rieselt klar! 
Raum ist in der kleinsten Hiitte 
Fiir ein gliicklich liebend Paar.' 
Fischerwejse (Schlechta) 
Den Fischer fechten Sorgen 
Und Gram und Leid nicht an, 
Er last am friihen Morgen 
Mit leichtem Sinn den Kahn. 
Da lagert rings noch Friede 
AufWald und Flur und Bach, 
Er ruft mit seinem Liede 
Die goldne Sonne wach. 
Er singt zu seinem Werke 
Aus voller frischer Brust ~e Arbeit gibt ihm Starke, 
Die Starke Lebenslust. 
The earth is surpassingly beautiful, 
But safe it is not. 
Storms blow from the icy peaks, 
Hail and frost destroy 
At one stroke, with one blow, 
The golden com, the roses' beauty; 
The little fish beneath their soft roof 
Are pursued by no storm from the land. 
The Youth by the Brook 
By the stream sat a youth, 
Weaving flowers into a wreath; 
He saw them carried off 
And swept along in the dancing waves. 
'Thus my days speed by, 
Relentlessly, like the stream! 
And my youth grows quite pale, 
As quickly as the wreaths wilt! 
'Do not ask why I mourn 
In life's fullest bloom! 
All is filled with with joy and hope 
When spring returns, 
But a thousand voices 
Of burgeoning nature 
Awaken deep in my heart 
Only heavy grief. 
'What good to me ls the joy 
Which the fair spring offers me? 
There is only one I seek, 
She is near and yet eternally distant, 
Yearningly I stretch out my arms 
Towards that beloved shadowy image, 
Ah, I cannot reach it, 
And my heart is unquiet. 
'Come down, gracious beauty, 
And leave your proud castle! 
Flowers, which the spring has borne, 
I shall strew on your lap, 
Listen! The grove echoes with song 
And the brook ripples limpidly, 
There is room in the tiniest cottage 
For a happy, loving couple.' 
Fisheonan's Son& 
The fisherman is not plagued 
By cares, grief or sorrow. 
In the early morning he casts off 
His boat with a light heart. 
Round about, peace still lies 
Over forest, meadow and stream, 
With his song the fisherman 
Bids the golden sun awake. 
He sings at his work 
From a full, vigorous heart. 
His work gives him strength, 
His strength exhilarates him. 
Bald wird ein bunt Gewimmel 
In alien Tiefen laut, 
Und platschert durch den Himmel, 
Der sich im Wasser baut. 
Doch wer ein Netz will stellen, 
Braucht Augen ldar und gut, 
Mu8 heiter gleich den Wellen 
Und frei sein wie die Aut. 
Dort angelt auf der Briicke 
Die Hirtin, schlauer Wicht! 
Gib auf nur deine Tucke, 
Den Fisch betriigst du nicht! 
~ (Mayrhofer) 
Mir ist so wohl, so weh' 
Am stillen Erlafsee, 
Heilig Schweigen 
In Fichtenzweigen. 
Regunglos der blaue Schoss, 
Nur der Wolken Schatten flieh'n 




Und der Sonne 
Giildne Krone 
Aimmert bliisser, 
Mir ist so wohl, so weh' 
Am stillen Erlafsee. 
Der Schiffer (Mayrhofer) 
Im Winde, im Sturme befahr ich den Au8, 
Die Kleider durchweichet der Regen 
ImGu8; 
lch peitsche die Wellen mit miichtigem 
Schlag, 
Erhoffend mir heiteren Tag. 
Die Wellen, sie jagen das achzende Schiff, 
Es drohet der Strudel, es drohet das Riff, 
Gesteine entkollem den felsigen 
Hohn, 
Und Tannen erseufzen wie Geistergestohn. 
So muBte es kommen, ich hab es gewollt, 
lch hasse ein Leben behaglich entrollt; 
Und schlangen die Wellen die achzenden 
Kahn, 
Ich priese doch immer die eigne Bahn. 
Drum tose des Wassers ohnmachtiger 
Zorn, 
Dem Herzen entquillet ein seliger 
Born, 
Die Nerven erfrischend, o himmlische Lust! 
Dem Sturme zu trotzen mit mannlicher 
Brust. 
Soon a bright multitude 
Will resound in the depths, 
And splash 
Through the watery heavens. 
But whoever wishes to set a net 
Needs good, clear eyes, 
Must be as cheerful as the waves, 
And as free as the tide. 
There, on the bridge, the shepherdess 
Is fishing. Cunning wench, 
Leave off your tricks! 
You won' t deceive this fish! 
l.akeErlaf 
I am so happy, and yet so sad, 
By the calm waters of Lake Erlaf. 
A solemn silence 
Amid the pine-branches; motionless 
The blue depths, 
Only the clouds' shadows flit 




And the sun's 
Golden corona 
Grows paler. 
I am so happy, and yet so sad, 
By the calm waters of Lake Erlaf. 
The Boatman 
In wind and storm I row on the river, 
My clothes are soaked by the pouring 
rain; 
I lash the waves with powerful 
strokes, 
Hoping for a fine day. 
The waves drive the creaking boat, 
Whirlpool and reef threaten; 
Rocks roll down from the craggy 
heights, 
And fir-trees sigh like moaning ghosts. 
It had to come to this, I wished it so; 
I hate a life that unfolds comfortably. 
And if the waves devoured the creaking 
boat, 
I would still extol my chosen course. 
So let the waters roar with impotent 
rage; 
A fountain of bliss gushes from my 
heart, 
Refreshing my nerves. 0 celestial joy, 




Auf dem Wasser zu singen (Stollberg) To Be Sung on the Water 
Mitten im Schimrner der spiegelnden Amid the shimmer of the mirroring 
Wellen waves 
Gleite, wie Sch wane, der wankende Kahn; The rocking boat glides, swan-like; 
Ach, auf der Freude sanftschimmernden For from the sky the setting sun 
Wellen 
Tanzt des Abendrot rund um den Kahn. Dances upon the waves around the boat. 
'~ den Wipfeln des westlichen Haines Above the tree-tops of the western grove 
.JVinket uns freundlich der rotliche Schein; The red glow beckons kindly to us; 
Unter den Zweigen des ostlichen Beneath the branches of the eastern 
Haines grove 
Siiuselt der Kalmus im rotlichen Schein; The reeds whisper in the red glow; 
Freude des Himrnels und Ruhe des Haines The soul breathes the joy of heaven, 
Atmet die Seel im errotenden The peace of the grove, in the reddening 
Schein. glow. 
Ach, es entschwindet mit tauigem Flugel Alas, with dewy wings 
Mir auf den wiegenden Wellen die Zeit. Time vanishes from me on the rocking 
waves, 
Morgen entschwinde mit schimrnerndem Tomorrow let time again vanish with 
Flugel shimmering wings, 
Wieder wie gestern und heute die Zeit, As it did yesterday and today, 
Bis ich auf hoherem strahlenden Flugel Until, on higher, more radiant wings, 
Seiber entschwinde der wechselnden Zeit. I myself vanish from the flux of time. 
Der FluB ( F. von Schlegel) The River 
Wie rein Gesang sich windet As pure song curls 
Durch wunderbarer Saitenspiele Through the murmurl-1\g of the 
Rauschen, wonderous strings, 
Er selbst sich wiederfindet, Finding itself again, 
Wie auch die Weisen tauschen, However much the melodies change, 
DaB neu entzuckt die Horer That, captivated anew, the audience 
ewig lauschen. listens forever. 
So flieBt mir gediegen So flows, steadfast, 
, Die Silbermasse schlangengleich gewunden, The silver band, twisting snake-like 
Durch Biische, die sich wiegen, Through swaying bushes, 
Vom Zauber siiB gebunden, Sweetly spellbound 
' Weil sie im Spiegel neu Because they have found themselves 
sich selbst gefunden. anew in the mirror. 
1 o Hugel sich so gerne Where hills and bright clouds 
• Und helle Wolken leise Gladly reveal themselves, 
schwankend zeigen, gently rolling, 
Wenn fern schon matte Sterne When in the distance faint stars 
Aus blauer Tiefe steigen, Already rise from the blue depths 
Der Sonne trunk'ne Augen abwarts And the sun's drunken eyes sink 
neigen. downward. 
So schimmern alle Wesen So all things shimmer 
Den UmriB nach im kindlichen Gemiite, In outline in the childlike mind 
Das, zur Schonheit erlesen, Which, chosen for beauty 
Durch milder Gotter Gute, By the goodness of the kindly gods, 
In dem Kristan bewahrt Preserves the fleeting blossom 
die flucht' ge Blute. in the crystal waters. 
Die Forelle (Schubart) 
In einem Bachleln helle, 
Da schoB in froher Eil' 
Die launische Forelle 
Voriiber wie ein Pfeil. 
lch stand an dem Gestade 
Und sah In siisser Ruh' 
Des muntem Fischlelns Bade 
Im klaren Bachleln zu. 
Eln Fischer mil der Rute 
Wohl an dem Ufer stand, 
Und sah's mit kaltem Blute, 
Wie sich das Fischlein Wand. 
So lang' dem Wasser helle, 
So dacht ich, nicht gebricht, 
So fiingt er die Forelle 
Mil seiner Angel nicht. 
Doch endlich ward dem Diebe 
Die Zeit zu lang. Er macht 
Das Bachlein tiickisch biibe, 
Und eh ich es gedacht, 
So zuckte seine Rute, 
Das Fischleln zappelt dran, 
Und ich mit regem Blute 
Sah die Betrogne an. 
The Trout 
In a limpid brook 
The capricious trout 
In joyous haste 
Darted by like an arrow, 
I stood on the bank 
In blissful peace, watching 
the lively fish swim 
In the clear brook. 
A fisherman with his rod 
Stood on the bank, 
Cold-bloodedly watching 
The fish's contortions. 
As long as the water 
Is clear, I thought, 
He won't catch the trout 
With his rod. 
But at length the thief 
Grew impatient. Cunningly 
He made the brook cloudy, 
And In an instant 
His rod quivered, 
And the fish struggled on it. 
And I, my blood boiling, 
Looked at the cheated creature. 
) 
) 
MEET THE ARTISTS 
William Sharp has appeared regularly with the Chamber Music Society of 
Lincoln Center, Mostly Mozart Festival, Aspen Music Festival, Colorado Music 
Festival, Marlboro Music Festival, New England Bach Festival, Maryland Handel 
festival, Boston Handel & Haydn Society, Tafelmusik Baroque Orchestra, Bach 
))::hoir of Bethlehem, Carmel Bach Festival, Musica Sacra, Bard Music Festival and 
the Bach Aria Group. He has appeared with the New York Philharmonic, the St. 
Louis, San Francisco, and New Jersey Symphony Orchestras, Baltimore, Phoenix 
and American Symphony Orchestras, the Minnesota Orchestra, the St. Paul 
Chamber Orchestra and Orchestra of St. Lukes. He has presented hundreds of 
solo song recitals throughout the United States and abroad. His two dozen 
recordings include a recital of American songs on the New World label, for 
which Mr. Sharp was nominated for the 1989 Grammy Award for best classical 
vocal performance, the 1990 Grammy-winning world premiere recording of 
Leonard Bernstein's Arias and Barcarolles (on the Koch International label), and 
several recordings of works by J .S. Bach with the American Bach Soloists (also on 
Koch International), including the Mass in B minor and four volumes of cantatas. 
He has won the Carnegie Hall American Music Competition, the Young Concert 
Artists International Auditions (including the Kathleen Ferrier Memorial Prize) 
and the Geneva International Competition. Mr. Sharp has served on the voice 
faculty of the Boston University School for the Arts since 1993 . 
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Violinist Bayla Keyes is an active soloist and chamber musician, 
performing as a member of Boston Musica Viva, the Cambridge Chamber 
players, the Triple Helix, Sonos and the Tempest Trio. Recent concert 
, highlights include the Bargemusic series in New York City, solo appearances 
with the Richmond and Ohio Chamber Symphonies, a cycle of the complete 
, Beethoven Violin Sonatas in Boston, annual recitals presenting American 
works at Boston University, and premieres of concertos by Bernard Hoffer and 
~ichard Festinger. Well-known to audiences as a founding member of the 
Muir String Quartet, winner of the Evian and Naumburg Competitions, with 
whom she played over one thousand concerts on the international touring 
circuit, Ms. Keyes received her Bachelor's Degree from the Curtis Institiute of 
Music, her Master's Degree from Yale University, and her first professional 
experience with the acclaimed Music from Marlboro. Her teachers have 
included Paul Kling, Ivan Galamian, Oscar Shumsky, Felix Galimir, Raphael 
Hillyer, Karen Tuttle and members of the Beaux Arts Trio, Budapest and 
Guarneri Quartets. Ms. Keyes teaches at Boston University School for the Arts, 
where she is Co-Chairman of the String Department, and at several summer 
festivals, most notably the Boston University Tanglewood Institute and the 
lnterlochen Chamber Music Conference. She plays a Gennarius Gagliano 
made in 1740. Ms. Keyes has recorded for Video Artists International, 
Eccoclassics, CRI, Musical Heritage, EMl-France and New World Records. 
Michael Reynolds, cellist, is a native of Bozeman, Montana, where he began his 
musical studies. He then attended the Curtis Institute as a student of David Soyer 
and Martita Casals. After graduating in 1977 he continued his studies with Karen 
Tuttle and George Neikrug. As a member of the Muir Quartet, Mr. Reynolds has 
participated in the Marlboro, Spoleto, Newport, Blossom, Tanglewood, and Snowbird 
Festivals. In addition, Mr. Reynolds is the director of the Montana Chamber Music 
Festival. He performs throughout America as a soloist to benefit the Nature 
Conservancy, and he has created a new recording label, Eco Oassics, to record 
classical literature for the benefit of the environment. Mr. Reynolds is currently a 
member of the faculty at the Boston University School for the Arts. In his spare time, 
he is an avid outdoorsman and fly fisherman. 
Robert Merfeld, born in New York City, began his piano studies at an early age 
with Leonid Hambro. He graduated from the Oberlin Conservatory as a student of 
Emil Danenberg and received a Master's degree from the Juilliard School as a 
scholarship student of Beveridge Webster. While at Juilliard, he pursued art song 
accompaniment with Viennese tenor Hans Heinz and also worked in the studios of 
Jennie Toure!, Oscar Shumsky and Leonard Rose. 
Mr. Merfeld was a founding member of the Apple Hill Chamber Players with 
whom he toured nationally and internationally for over twenty years. He participates 
regularly in collaborative recitals throughout the United States with artists such as 
violinists Stanley Ritchie and Arnold Steinhardt and vocalists Dawn Upshaw and 
Lucy Shelton. He has performed at Aspen, Ravinia, Caramoor, Marlboro, and New 
England Bach festivals. He has performed concertos with many orchestras including 
the national orchestras of Costa Rica and Bolivia, the Dartmouth Symphony 
Orchestra and the Brandeis University Orchestra. 
Mr. Merfeld has recorded on the Sine Qua Non and Centaur labels, has appeared 
on National Public Television, and has been a frequent performer on WGBH-Boston 
and WXQR-New York radio stations. He iis currently the director of th~chamber 
music program at the Longy School of Music and is a member of the piano and 
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Please visit our Web site at http:/web.bu.edu/SFA/ 
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The School for the Arts welcomes your support to help continue these 
concerts. Further information regarding gifts to the School may be obtained 
from: The School for the Arts Development Office, 855 Commonwealth 
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